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PIZZA PARTY 


Two hours until the show, and nothing to do but wait. 

Two hours until the show and he had absolutely nothing to do, so he picked up a local newspaper and lo and 
behold the man saw he had some competition. 

Up and coming young rockers ‘Genesis’ plays Allsway theater sept. 5, In black and white displayed right in front 
of him. 


the show". 

Why would he want to? 

He knew damn well he despised them, especially their fucking pretentious front man, so why bother being 
cordial. He did not intend on seeing them to extend a brotherly arm in solidarity, no, it was to test their 
psyche, to see what he was up against. 


You build a reputation as a musician and it can all go down the drain if your competitors are flashier, or in 
‘genesis’ case weirder. 

Still he had to focus on the show and still two long and gruesome hours. 

He could just go now, the Allsway theatre was a few blocks away. He could walk there and easily make it bac- 
"Excuse me, Mr Emerson?" the door slowly opened and a stagehand began "| have someone out here who 
insists on seeing you, they say they're a big fans of yours? But to be frank sir, he looks a bit like a loon, 
clownish even, should | turn him away?" 

"No need, send them right it" As soon as he heard ‘clownish' he knew he didn't have to go to the Allsway, his 
prey had waltz right into his domain. Tall and lanky he walked, no more like wriggled through the door. In black 
and white displayed right in front of him, front man of the "up and coming young rockers" was Peter Gabriel. 
He was all smiles, oh but how that smile would be wiped clean of that smug face thought Emerson. 

‘Oi mate, I'm Peter! Big fan, it's you, whoa; | can't believe it's actually you!" 

Emerson scanned his body and quickly noticed something very out of place "is that a pizza you have there?" 
"oh..right! | picked this up on my way here, sort of a peace offering.” 

"what are you going about, peace offering?" Emerson now getting irritated 

"| thought we could ‘ave a slice before our shows tonight, | would have brought along the lads but they had to 
tune up, and well as a vocalist | had some free time, | picked up the flute so | could do something but it's not 
too hard to tune it and sometimes | get the feeling no one can hear it anywa-" 

Suddenly his lips were stopped in their tracks by Emersons index and middle finger. "Christ you're a mouthy 
one aren't you?" 

"haiy geff sho" blushed the tall slender front man Emerson let Gabriel come into the room and stood with him 
at the center. Emerson began to circle him slowly, examining him. In his peripheral view Gabriel managed to 
catch Emerson's face in the dressing room mirror. 

Emerson had a devilish grin accented with a raised eyebrow. Peter swallowed, he was very familiar with this 
look, it was the look Tony would give him after they finished one of their screaming fits with each other. 

Nah, Peter thought, l'm over thinking it. Why would Keith Emerson want anything like that with him, they don't 
know each other, they just met 5 minutes ago! 

There he stood in a daze, in that moment he felt the pizza drop to the floor and he had lost his grip. His eyes 
closed as Emerson had begun to kiss him and slowly slid his tongue into Peter's mouth. This isn't what 
Emerson wanted out of the visit he had planned, he only wanted to engage him and size him up, but this, this 
way better. Peter let Emerson lead him back to the door and pressed his warm body against his. Emerson 
started to feel Gabriel grow, though he loved that he could make Peter hard with a kiss he had not given him 
permission to, this is how Keith was going to have fun. 

After all, that's what he was into. Peter leaned his neck forward as to take the lead but felt a force going 
against him. He was being shoved harder against the door and one of his hands was tightly grabbed. Emerson 
wanted to play rough, he was positive of that now. 

The slender front man let himself be engulfed by the passionate yet forceful kiss; he could taste a hint of 
whiskey on Emerson's tongue. He wasn't a big drinker but this was heaven Slick warm tongue caressing 
another and small lip bites in between. Peter forced their lips apart because he needed to gasp for air, and 
took in a long breath. 

Peter was sweating, breathy and could feel his face glow red and hot beneath his makeup. His blue eyes looked 
at Emerson. Emerson looked unfazed. He wasn't nervous, he wasn't sweating, but Peter did notice they did have 


something in common. 


He took a chance and grabbed for Emerson's bulging erection. He cupped a long, slim, creamy, white hand over 
his jeans. He loved how the warm mound felt and proceeded to get on his knees to unzip the other man. He 
anxiously undid the pants and was greeted by a very balmy flesh rod. 

Peter could feel it throb in his grasp and the pulsating began to make his mouth water with anticipation. He 
licked his lips, readying his mouth to engulf the keyboardist's length. As soon as he began to pull the cock 
towards his salivating mouth, a blunt force came down sharp on top of his head His face was buried into the 
carpet. He tried to lift himself up but couldn't. Gabriel managed to look in front of him only to realize it was 
Emerson's boot that was keeping him down. 

After about an intense minute of that and some groaning coming from both parties leaving Peter teary eyed, 
Emerson released the pressure from his head. The taller man came up to sit on his legs and was greeted by a 
backhanded slap. It stung enough to make the tears that had been collecting in his eyes come streaming down; 
smearing the face paint he had so delicately applied for the show. 

Emerson grabbed him by the chin and forced him eye to eye and demanded "Now worship my cock like you 
worship me." 

Who was Emerson to tell him what to do! He was half his size in height and weight and Peter could easily pin 
him, get in a good punch after that stunt Keith pulled earlier. He could do it so easily, and that's an 
understatement. 

This alarmed the taller man, not because Keith had obviously made him submit so quickly but because Peter 
loved it. He could feel his pants tightening more than usual and felt like he could burst right that instant, as a 
matter of fact the front of his trousers were already soaked with precum. He pulled his own sweaty, flushed 
cock out and began to stroke himself. 

I+ looked like Gabriel had not learned his lesson about acting without permission so Emerson unreluctantly 
smacked him again. "Don't you listen you piece of shit, I'll tell you what and when to do it, now suck my cock 
lanky tart!" 

Peter did as he was told and filled his mouth full. In and out went Emerson's dick, each time Peter coating it 
with his slick hot saliva. It made a popping noise every time he took it out which annoyed Emerson 5 minutes 
in. At that Emerson took both of his hands, grabbed the man on his knees by the back of the head and 
trusted his cock in all the possible length he could in order to silence him. Peter shocked at what had happened 
could not react quickly enough and started choking on it. 

He smacked the side of Emerson's thigh in a panic, but calm as he pleased Emerson kept a secure tight grip on 
him. He then slowly began to rock his hips back and forth thrusting into Peter's throat. Basically fucking his 
mouth now, but Peter allowed this as it gave him brief moments to gasp for air. Emerson couldn't believe how 
rice and slick he was, this was incredible, he was close to cumming when he got the perfect idea 

Emerson pulled out. With one Hand on his cock, and the other pointing, he authoritatively demanded "get up 
slut! Now!" Peter panted and got up. Emerson directed him to his dressing mirror chair and counter. "Alright 
bend over". Peter straddled the chair and stuck his ass out ready to be taken Emerson pulled off Peter's 
pants and was surprised to see that the other man was not wearing anything underneath. "so this is how you 
go about, you are a filthy tart aren't you?" 

Peter moaned as Emerson began to run a warm hand up and down his exposed crack. Emerson began to 
prepare his thick uncut dick; he spat in his palm and started lubricating himself. Peter just braced himself for 
what was coming. 

"You seem really eager, fucking slut" Emerson muttered under his breath. He licked his fingers and put one in 


Peters tight litte hole, slowly stretched him out with a second finger. He was tight and wet. Emerson played 


with him for a bit just to hear those little, deep throaty moans of equal parts pain, and pleasure. Peter got 
lost in the intense pleasure Emerson's phalanges were giving him, he was awfully skilled with them. First he had 
made the piano his bitch with those fingers and now the lead singer of Genesis. 

Peter could now feel the head of Emersons hard cock pressing against him ready to enter. In one hasty thrust 
it was in and Peter let out a long breathy moan that tightened up at the end. Emerson grabbed Peter by his 
tapered hips and just went at it. Peter was hot and tight from inside, but Emerson could tell this was definitely 
not his first ass fuck. 

He was probably getting banged on the regular, especially with Collins around him constantly. He decided to 
remind him of the fact. 

"hey slut, are you loving this or what, c'mon make some noise for your hero." 

"mmmm oh god yes, it feels so good’ and then Peter thought, what had happened, he was at the top of his 
game, his band was finally getting some recognition, he had a show tonight and decided to pop in as a fellow 
prog rocker in the same league, but look at him now. Being fucked like some common groupie, he started to feel 
his eyes burn and now there was sinking feeling in his gut. He felt ashamed of how easy he had given into 
Keith and looked down at the floor, too late to stop, just waiting for it to be over. 

Oh no, Emerson was not having this, on instinct he grabbed a handful of Gabriel locks and forced his head up, 
making him look into the mirror. "Look at yourself filthy bitch, look at yourself being fucked!" Peter was being 
forced to look ahead but he could avert his eyes as he pleased. 

'| said look at yourself!" Peter shook his head no, no, no and Emerson without hesitation slammed Peters face 
into the mirror, cracking it. Oh god, how had this escalated to this, Peter could barely open his right eye as 
blood was now pouring into it from his thick brow. This display of red only got Emerson even more amped up 
and he slammed Peter three more times, each time got progressively harder. On the third slam Peter lost it 
and came in spurts all over his lily white legs and Emerson's dressing chair seat. 

"| didn't say you could cum, tart!" He pulled out of him without warning making Peter groan in pain. Peter 
caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror and saw the wet messy state his face was in. He had make up, 
glittered tears and blood running from his forehead and nose, he could taste some in his mouth, and now to 
top of his mess Keith grabbed Peter and threw him on the ground. He loathed Peter and his little band, but 
now he had him here to do with him as he pleased so he kicked him in the ribs while Peter was just lying 
there. Why? Because he was Keith Emerson and he fucking could. 

"Get on your knees.” 

Shaking, Peter managed to lift himself up and sat on his legs. 

"Oh god yes, | love what a fucking slut you are." Keith started stroking himself and he was so close, so very 
close. He looked at poor helpless Peter open his mouth wide, ready to receive the shorter man's hot steamy 
cum, and that's what sent him over the edge. He knew where to cum too, the git, right on Peters stupid 
shaved spot and from there it just leaked down his pretty porcelain skinned face. The warm white goo was now 
running down his nose and mouth mixing with his makeup, tears and blood; oh he was a mess alright. 

At the corner of his eye he spotted Peters long black trousers and Emerson bent down to pick them up. He 
wiped up the excess cum with them. 

But wait, Peter had to wear those pants back to his venue, back to see his friends, back to his show, to his 
fans. The hot tears began to flow once more, this made Peter frown uncontrollably and Emerson smile ear to 
ear. 

“Alright l'm done with you, well what are you waiting for get out. Get your shitty thrift clothes and get the 
fuck out!" 


Peter slowly got up, started looking for his things, put on the pants and just looked down at the floor ashamed, 
refusing to look in front of him and make eye contact with Keith Emerson. Keith just smiled deviously and 
stared at his work, and there in black and blue displayed in front of him nervously shaking was the lead singer 
of the up and coming young rockers Genesis. 

"All right make a little turn and get out, oh and don't think you were good just because | came, your little 
friend Phil was better. " 

"Little, but he's taller than y-" 

| said get out!!!" 

"What about the pizza?" 

"Leave it" And just like that he left the venue cum stained and wrinkled with aches and bruises here and there. 
Emerson felt so victorious, so triumphant. He knew Peter would walk to the corner in his clownish hooker make 
up, he knew he would then hail a cab and he knew he knew as soon as the tall slender man climbed in he would 
burst out in tears yet again at being used up like the whore he was. 

Emerson had won. 

And he was right, Peter did walk out cum stained, battered and bruised, and Peter did hail a cab at the corner, 
but there was one thing the keyboardist got wrong. As the lead singer settled himself in the cab he grinned. 
Peter wanted this from the start, he knew how to play Emerson, he knew how to push his buttons. 

He got what he wanted, Gabriel had won. 

"Where you going chief?" asked the cabby not taking his eyes off the road 

Little pizza shop down this street, | think I'll pick up something." 


